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I joined the Secret Service, in 1951, 
not because of any burning desire to 
be a Secret Service agent — had only a 
general idea of what the Service did — but 
because my chosen line of endeavor had 
fallen unocpectedly on hard times and I 
had a family to support. 

Like some 12 millicMi ocher Americans, 1 
had put in my World War II time, some of 
it as a waist gunner aboard a B-17 bomber 
named Jack the Ripper. The GI Bill saw 
me through Georgia Tech and I was well 
on my way with my industrial engineering 
degree. ,, 

At least that was my plan until an unac- 
customed word — ^”recession*V-began- to 
crop up in everyday conversation. The re- 
cession hit the engineering profession and 
1 began loc^ng elsewhere for work. The 
Georgia Tech alumni placement otf ice pro- 
vided me with a lead that stated: **The 
United Scares Secret Service is seeking 





qualified epplicants for Speael Agent posi- 
tions, starting salary $3,^5 per year." 

I was in the Adanta Secret Service <^ice 
almost before I finished reading the nodce 

Within-a year Youngblood was assigned 
to the^Wbite House detail of the Secret 
Service. 

From the original five men aligned to 
the protection of Theodore Roosevelt in 
1902, the White House detail had grown 
into a complex, tighdy knit unit of well- 
traihed and highly professional men whose 
job was as important as any in the world. 1 
was impressed with the place, the job, and 
the people. Before coming co.che ^liite 
House as a Secret Service agent 1 had never 
seen Harry Truman — or any other Presi- 
dent. It was, to m'e, a rarefi^ atmosphere 
1 worked in for the next few days, standing- 
my assigned posts, . learning my . way 
' around the White House, and moving with 
the President as part of the team. 

Possibly, I was ' overimpressed. One 
morning, after I had been rotated tp the S- 
to-4 shift; 1 saw what to me was a legend- 
ary figure moving throu^ the White 
House to an early appointment with the 
President. I was on my way to report in 
and as I reached the office I stopped at 
shift leader John Campion^s desk, v/here 
he was working on some papers. 

^‘Guess who I just saw!” I said, pointing 
back toward the corridor. 

Without looking up he said seriously, 
"Not John Wilkes Broth, I hope. ” 



The sarcasm missed me entirely for the 
' moment "No! General Omar Bradley, 
that’s who!” . 

He looked up then, and turning toward 
die clerk at the adjoining desk, he said, 
"Say, didja hear chat? Youngblood just ^w 
General Omar Bradley!” He looked around 
at m& "Say, Youngblood, with your luclt ' 
if you’d been around here about 80 years 
ago you mighca seen General -Grant. Yes 
sir^ you sure might!” 

, "General . . . Grant ...” 1 mumbled. 

I was learning more than protective work. 
In a nudist colroy you don’t stare. At least 
not after the firsrt:rople erf d^s. 



While President Truman’s daily walks 
around Washingttm worried the Secret 
Service agents in charge of his safety, Presi- 
dent Eisenhower’s walks presented an- 
; other kind of prtSlem. 

We had another walking President, but 
one who disdained the salutary stroll down 
Pennsylvania Avenue for the pursuit of a 
golf ball Over endless miles of roughs and 
fairways. At first glance, it would seem 
that this would be a Secret Service dream 
come true. What better prometion than to 
have your man far fiom the madding 
crowd, in the fresh air and privacy erf an 
^elusive golf club, spending hour arfeer 
hour in such a healthful and harmless pur- 
-suit. After all the only golfers you ever hear 
of getting killed are chose who rush to the 
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shelter of the nearest oak tree in a sudden 
thunderstorm. 

But the President is exposed to a differ- 
ent sort of danger than the ordinaiy golfer. 
When Bee stepped up to the first tee, there 
would already be an agent on the green 
ahead, and agents flanking die fairway as 
well as bringing up the rear. One of his 
doctors always accompanied the entou- 
rage. On a relatively strange course, there 
mi^t be a foursome of agents jilaying the 
hole ahead and another teeing off behind 
the President. 

In effect, what appeared to be a simple 
^If game was in actuality a miniature mili- 
tary movement that b^an its advance on 
the first tee with its objective the eight- 
eenth green. Of course, there was no out- 
ward evidence of this. Heavily armed ~ 
agents appeared to be nothing more than 
fellow golfers, caddies, or a small gallery 
that had the peculiar habit of watching ev- 
erything but the golfer. 

But if the efforts of the Secret ^rvice 
. were instrumental in hoping Ike safe 
while enjoying his hobby, the many miles 
of walking America’s finest golf courses 
were not entirely without incident. 

Golf carts were just coming into vogue 
in the early *50s, and Ike often enjoyed 
driving his own cart. One warm spring af- 
ternoon on Augusta National, Ike tooled 
his cart up to the edge of the green where 
his ball lay just off the putting surface. The 
moment he took his foot o^ the accelerator 
it was apparent that something was wrong, 
as the cart continued on under full power.' 
Faced with a long downhill run to a creek. 



Ike made his decision and bailed out. ^ 
But the driveriess cart circled back 
sharply, and for a few tense moments a 
strange procession moved across the lush 
fairway — the President of the United 
States in the lead, runnitig for all he was 
worth, a rogue golf cart at his heels, and 
half a dozen Secret Service agents tearing 
along in pursuit. There was some shouted 
discussion as to whether the thing should 
be shot, just as three agents overtook it 
and, like a dogie at a rodeo, bulldogged it 
over onto its side. 



Caring for a President’s safety overseas 
sometimes presented die Secret Service 
with more exotic problems and one trip of 
President -Eisenhower’s to New Dehli be- 
came a legend in the Secret Service. 

India had a shortage of almost every- 
thing but people, and when Bee landed at 
Palam Airport some 12 miles <Hitside New 
Delhi, and headed, toward the city in the 
company of Prime Minister Nehru, the mo- 
torcade along Kitchener Road found itself 
penetrating a solid mass of humanly that 
seemed to stretch as far as the eye could 
see. The crowds pressing in from either 
side of the road became a huge, writhing 
vise, with the motorcade between its jaws. 

I learned from first-hand experience on 
later visits to India that the accepted me- 
thod of crowd control on the part of the In- 
dian police — whether die crowds be 
friendly or not — is the liberal use erf the 
heavy wooden dubs they carry. They 
swing them with abandon and those on the 
receiving end accept the blows in the same 
spirit they are given. But there is little to 
be gained by bludgeoning a man who is 
pressing forward under the relendess pres- 
sure of . thousands behind him. They cram- 
med in against die limousine, laughing, 
smiling, shouting greedngs to Ike even as 
the clubs rained down on their heads. 

At one point Nehru himself grabbed a 
club from a surprised officer and, shouting . 



[for the people to move back, took a few 
if swings. At the moment when it seemed al- 
most hopeless, the pressure began to lessen 
and the cars rinally inched their way into 
the city. 



After the I960 election, Youngblood 
was often assigned to Vice President Lyn- 
don Johnson. In 1961 he accompanied 
Johnson to the then rather obscure Asian 
country of South Vietnam- 

With the business over, the Vice Presi- 
dent expressed a desire to have a look 
around. The countryside in the vicinity of 
Saigon was fairly saiFe for travelers at that 
time, and so after lunch, as impromptu 
motorcade wound its way out of the city. 
We stopped occasionally in a hamlet for 
Johnson to have a few words with the peo- 
ple through his interpreter, dr alongside a 
rice paddy to observe the farmers at work. 

As we rounded a bend several miles out 
in the country, Johnson’s face suddenly 
brightened; There to oiir right was a field 
in which a dozen or so head of cattle were 
contentedly grazing. . 

“Pull over!” the Vice President ordered 
the driver. We eased off onto the roadside, 
the vehicles behind following suit. John- - 
son was out almost before the car stopped, 
loping off with his big Texas cattleman’s 
gait to inspect the local stock. Stu Knight 
and I dutifully trotted along with him, not 
feeling too easy about a prolonged stop, 
and keeping an eye out toward the forest 
^yond the field. Battles were not being 
fought in the area, but sniping was not un- 
common; 

1 had never had much contact with beef 
in jrhe live state. My first brief visit to the 
LBJ Ranch in Texas, shortly before this 
<trip, had shown me that the Vice President 
was no stranger to the beasts, and as we 
made our way toward the assembled cattle, 

.1 assumed these were the same as those in 
Texas. Still, 1 preferred my cattle disassem- 
. bled, preferably broken down into T-bone : 





steaks, lightly salted and peppered, and 
done medium rare over charcoaL These, 1 
noticed, had ceased their grazing and were 
eying the oncoming group with su^icicm. 

The next thing I noticed was that they 
were no longer simply standing diere; they 
were coming to meet us, a couple of them 
at a steady trot. 

“Mr. Vice President,** 1 said, “I don’t 
think it’s advisable for us to get too far 
from the -cars.” What 1 was thinking was 
that I did not want to be die first Secret 
Service agent 'to get hoof marks in the line 
of du^. 

Lyndon Johnson was a man who knew 
when to bade off, and'he knew it now. ' 
“Whatever you think is best, Rufus,” he 
replied, and doing an about-face we 
headed for the cars, trying not to break 
into a dead run because of the everpresent 
reporters and photographers who had 
come along with us. 

We reached the cars about ten feet ahead 
o( die cows, and as they sm^ed ^detori- 
ously back into their field, the Vice Presi- 
dent suggested diat he had seen enoo^ of 
die countryside for this visit and we 
headed back into Saigon. 

* * * 

In November,1963, Youag^^ood accom- 
panied Pjcesident Kennedy and Vice Presi- 
dent Johnson on the fatei^ crip to Texas. 

This motorcade dirough Dallas, as plan- 
ned, was virtually indistinguishable from 
' three the previous day, in San Antonio, ' 
Housmn, and Fort Worth. The streets 
throu^ whiedi a Presidential mot<»cade 
mov^ may differ from city city, the 



faces altxig the route are not the same, the 
woHcer sitting in an <^n window mun^- 
log a sandwich on his lunch break is not 
the one you saw yesterday, yet there is a 
sameness about motorcades, whether they 
take place in New Delhi or New Ymdc, 
Dakar <mt Dallas— if they go according to 
plan. The Secret Servi^ is there, in a 
sense, to maintain diat sameness. It had 
been maintained in die other cities, but die 
Secret Service agent on protective duty 
lives <Mi the brink diaster. His job bor- 
ders on the impossible. 

It is a job oi intecception. When the ea- 
ger young man with a camera in his hands 
breaks from die curb toward the cars, he 
must be interested smd as unobtrusively 
as {possible moved bade into die crowdL 
The camera m^ht not be a camera at all; it 
could be a bomb or a gun. 

When the fellow standing in the front 
row half a block ahead wearing a raincoat 
on a sunny day, pushes his hands into his 
podeets, an agent may dr<^ almost casually 
off one oi the cars and position himself b^ 
tween that man and the one he is ass^pied 
to protect. 

As a Secret Service agent you are c<m- 
stantly oa die alert for the individual who 
somehow does not fit. You scan the 
crowd, the rooftops, the doorways, the 
windows, ready to take whatever acdon 
may be necessary diould you observe some- 
th!^ that could jeopardize your mission. 
You look into thousands of faces and you 
try to determine in eadi if he she may be 
die one who came to do more dian lode 
You seldom know whether some action on 
your part may have thwarted that individ- 



ual— ^the young man w^ die camera or 
the man sweltering in the sun in die trench 
emit — because you have passed and he has 
melted back into the throng that dissolves 
in the wake oi the motorcade. If he was the 
man, he may give it up altogether, or he 
may be at diecmner of 4th and Iifein in the 
next city when you get there, ready to try 
again. 

He was diere in Dallas, faceless, name- 
less so far, but he was diere. He had a rifie 
powerful enough to bring down a grizzly 
bear, and he had a telescopic sight that ex- 
ronded its effectiveness. His training as a 
rifleman -had been the best, the U.S. Ma- 
rine Corps, and he had constructed a sni- 
pes nest as perfect as a dudeblind. He 
must have known the odds were in his 
favor; we — die Secret Service — knew it. 
The attack be planned was the one against 
which we were virtu^y defenseless at that 
time. .We had long.been aware diat when 
we had to move d^ President dirough die 
streets a city in an. open car it was like 
moundog him on die track of a shooting 
gallery and inviting one and all to step 
right up and take a shot. 

The man, waidng padendy behind 
stadeed cartons of schoolbooks in a dii^ 
storeroom six floors up, saw the 'car bear- 
ing his quarry as it b^an ro .move down 
die incline toward the overpass. The car, 
moving straight away from him, and 
sl^idy downward, presenMd him with a 
target that was, in effect, almost stadonary 

The Secret Service had carried the man- 
dam of Presidendal procecdon for 6l years, 
widi die shadow c4 a fuluie of die first 
magnitude hang in g over it t^nty-four 
hours of every day. There had been some 
close ones, but the record of no losses had 
held. 

That record ended a few seconds sdter 
12:30 p.m., November 22, 1963, FIm 
Street in Dallas, Texas. 

* * * 

After President Kennedy was pro- 
nounced deadf /ohnson was sworn in as 
President and bis Brst official order was to 
ffy die plane back to Washington. 

The President sat quiedy for. some dme 
after the tal^off, while die plane streaked 
upward, leaving the mottled Texas coun- 
tryside far below and Dallas far behind. 
The closeness and discomfort diat had pre- 
vailed <Mi the ground disappeared now that 
the air-conditioning system was funedon- 
ing. 

“Have die radioman get Mrs. Rose Ken- 
nedy for me, Rufus,” he said. 

The first attempt resulted in a poor con- 
necdon. Radioman John Trimble rerouted 
die and President Kennedy’s mother 
was on the line. 

“I wish to God 1 could do something to 
help you,” Jdinstxi said, his voice chick. 
He seemed to want to say more, but found 
himself incapable of it, and he said simply, 
“Here’s Lady Bird,” and handed the phone 
CO his wife. , 

Continued on page 17 
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Soe^i% eastward with ‘ J 
the aid of a strong tail wind, • 
ni^t came quickly. The . ' 

lights of Washington blinked ' 
bdow as Air Force One made 
its a^tproach to Andrews, • 
touching down at 6d)5, two 
hours and eighteen minutes, 
after taking off from Love . 
Field. Colonel Swindal taxied 
to the reception area, where 
scores of newsmen and hun. 

dieds'of VIPs — senators, 
congressmen, memkem of the 
diplomatic corps, andother^ 

waited. For obvious security i 
reasons, admittance to the. 
area was extremely tight But 
^die general public was not ex* , 
duded from what went on, 
for when the big plane came 
to a halt, and the rear door 
opened, yiewers acrt^ tte 
nation saw a ydlbw forklift 
truck, in the brilliant glare of 
the television lights, gently 
' lower the bronze casket bear- 
ing the dead President 
OT>pnneU, (TBrien, Dave 
Powers, smd two men from 
the honor guard- that had 
awaited the arrival of the 
plane lifted the casket off the 
forklift'and placed it in a gray 
Navy ambulance, Jacqueline 
Kennedy, Bobby , Kennedy, 
and General Godfrey McHugh 
gdt into die rear widi the cas- 
- ket Agerits Kelletman and 
, Greer, who had ten in'diej ; 
. President’s car in Dallas, . , 

alot® with Special Agew P^ 

T andifi and Bear Admiral -. - 

George Burkley, Jtdin Kenne- 
dy’s physician, rode in front- 
: as the ambulance slowly 

■ moved out for Bethesda Naval 

HospitaL where an autopsy 

was to be performed; 

As the ambidance moved 
away, die President glanced . 
afourid the stateroom, obvi- 

- - .ously lookirig for something. 
“Rufus,” he saii “where’s my 

. .. ‘hat?” ., 

“Your hat, sir?” . . 

; “It was' in the car during . 
. the motorcade.” : 

■ ' “Then that’s .where it ptob- ; 

' - aWy still «, sir," L said. "1 

didn’tgetit.”.r ; } 

"WeU, get die damn thii*! 

■ Call bade to Dallas and have 

_ one of your men get it!” 

? His hatat a time like tlus? 

: ^ , Then the -incident strode me 
as die first indicarion of a re- 
turn to tKMOialcy. This was 
LBJ, die President, giving me 
. a chewing out. , 



/-jp-<he tragedy in Dal^ 

however, carried 
with it a subde but 
strong point that was a veiy 
. effective deterrent m anyone’s 



wandng to take over the Serv- 
ice’s chief responsiKhty, The 
Secret Service had shouldered 
this awesome burden for 
more than 60 year^ not with- 
out serious incident, ^t 
without its mission being 

thwarted. Now, after one vol- 
ley of gunfire by a man whose 

reasons we would prdiably 
never know, the Secret Serv- . 

- ice was .fighdt^ for i^ v«y 
existence as a protective umt, 
betuuse there are » small 
losses in this line of work. 

Bank robbers may roam the 

country, spies may abound, 
wars may flare, and the agen- 
cies and depatt^rats respon- 
sible' for containing these ac- 

dvides are seldom if ever 
\called summarily on the car- 
pet with an atdtude of “if you 
can’t cut the mustard, we 11 

get somebody who can.” 

Hie headlines made on No- 
vember 22 and the days ^ 

followed would be a long dme 

. geedng to page two. Why 
would anyone sedc a job 
whose failure, regardte rf 
the manner in -whidi it hap- 

' pened, would inevitably .cause 

an upheaval? I felt.tben, 

and I feel now, dial diis ques- 
tion "was Evaluated 'and came : 
up with no enthiiaasdc tak- ' - 
ers.; . '' 

. This and die fact that 
don Johnson, in . die main, 
badeed ^ Secret Service 
were largdy respoosibfe fpr. 
i’-’ the jcb remaining -adiere^ it 
:was- The feeling seemerl. to 
have been: give them ^xne 
- liui^, rdo some reviang and 
xeorganidng, , hut let diem 
keep it The ikit potato went 
. around die efrde and came 

back to where it started- 

UnderstandaWy, morale 
was not at an.,all-time high in 
the Secret Service. Ma^ .ca- 
. .reer agents in protective as^ 
x^mnents felt that this man- 
date might pass , to other - 
hands, , and th^ sought trans- 

fas to d^ Bdd. The neces- 

■ sary mergfos tif 

■ *'A idenrial det^ 

,-Hliuse ifetail disturbed the 
:. 'nonnal iqiward flow « I^o- 

I- ■ monons It -was a dme of un- 

certairiiy; and in a surptis- 

' ingly short dme it carne to the 

> - ’ attendon of die President 
; himself. . Less dian . two 

1 months in office, and with ^ 

5 monumental _tespcmsfoiliqt 

. ; and work load diat had been 

thrust on him, be .considered 
the matter of sufficient impor- 

tance:tb deal with personally, 

■ which is exaedy what he did 
'onjanuary d, 1964. , , 

j , ,, I was just sitting down to 
tt ■ supper with my wife, Peggy, 
j .I'.and the diildren. 'a^ the 
•s phone tang. There was no 
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aide or secretary saying, 
"Hold the line please for the 
. President.” It was LBJ him* 
self, and he minced no words. ' 

“Fve received a memcwan- 
dum that disturbs me, Ruhis. 
m read you some of it. "Mo- 
rale in the Secret Service is at 
an all-time low. A numb^ of ^ 
agents of the White House de- . 
tail have been asking f<v 
transfers. This is a great body 
of men. These men feel they 
' are being prevented from do- 
. ing their job properly. They 
do not want favors; they just 
want to be acc^ted. We need 
them badly, especially in cam- ' 
paign years. * And it goes on. ” 
"Sir,” I said, 1 ask . 

w hb;;wrote the 
. memorandum?” 

"I don’t think T <M^t to 
name him, but it was <Mie of . 
Kenney’s top people, .and. 
somebo^ in your outfit has 
been bellyadiingio him.” 

The case in point, die Presi- . - 
dent told me, was a small 
write-up in a national maga- 
zine to the effect that LBJ, 
while driving his own car at 
the ranch, had toU a Secret 
' Service agent in the follow-up 
car that he was going to shoot - 
out a tire if he did not stop fol- 
lowing too close. The incident 
itself was not important. It . 
was a* simple, example of LBJ , 
being himselt -The fact that a 
. magaaine found out about it 
was important. , 

"There’s ^ough truth in it 
to see.dut somebody calk^,** 
the President went <xi. “You. 
know 1 can’t have disloyalty, • 

' and I can’t talk in front of - 
X your people and haye them re- ., 
peat it. I told Ch*cf ^wley' 

. that; to call ’em in and take . 
die resignations of an^>ody 
who wanted out, and I’ll be. 
glad to have, his or .ytMirs or. . 
anybody else’s.; If th^ don’t > 
: want to handle it we can get . 

the FBI to do it. So you get ■ 
r . ahold of Rowley. and: yoii all^ 
hold a meeting; and if you 
. want to resign. I’ll be glad to 
■ accept it forthwith. If Secret ...' 
Service wants to go back .to. 
counterfeiting, then Til get 
, Hoover to assign me a couple 
€»f men to stand by my side 
without all thisdamn fuss!” •' 
He went on, chewing me 
. . out for the incident itself and - 
the fact that it came to his at- 
tention frexn a third party. He 
had a point. I don’t know • 
how-lor^ L sat there in iny ■ 
kitten widi the ph^e in my . 

; ; > hand, sayingV “Yes, sir; Mr. • 

" President,** every now and 
"'"then.' ", ■ 

.At last, he b^an to wind 
down. “Get ahold of- Rowley . 
and find (Hit who die hell has . 
' been doing all this bellyaching, 
and get it straightened out. 



Take their resignations, get 
them (Hit'of b««, and gee Lem 
Johns back and and . Lem 

.Handle me. (Lem ^had been 
put (Ml shift work when we 
got back from Dallas;) And if 
you d(Mi’t want it, just hon- 
esdy say so and 1*11 get you a 
good reassignment and I’ll get 
H(xiver to send me over a c<xi- 



she was well known — to tht. 
p(^ic«man with instrucdcMis 
to have them delivered to the 
Johnsons. 

The (^icer, blowing his 
written orders, advised the 
Secret Service. ..The p^rlrage 
was picked up shordy after- 
ward and . went the way of all 
' f(X)d. gifts. This might well . 



pfe of 2t-year-(^d acc(xintants have been the end (>f it except 
and diey’ll probabfy do as that a few d^s later Mrs. 



g(xxlajobr’ 

1 winced on that one, but 
he filially had it off his chest. I 
said, “We’ll stick with 
.sir.”t- ■ 

* There ‘was a pause. “OksQr. 
But I want someAing done 
about it, you understand? 
Good night, Rufus.” Afki-be 
hungup.'^' 

I loweied the ph<me and sat 
there staring at it. crame 

and stood in the kitdhen door- 
way. “l ied the children,’’she 
said “I didn’t know how lot^ 
you’d be so I put (Hir plates in"' 
the oven.” ; - 

• I l(x^ed up. “Can you ^ 

' the teeth marks on me?” 

shrug g ed and smiled. 
“WeR, for thr^ yeara the Vi(:e 
Presidents been (dit^ing ycMi 
ouf Noiw it’s,- the President, . 
You’ve come up in the 
world.” . _ 

. A ' s firmly founded as 
' the protective proce- 

JL. dures .6f the Secret 
Service are, certain exceptions 
can be made in the light of rea- 
son. And, (xcasionally, rea- 
son does not prevaiL The han- 
dling. of food that . comes to 
the White H(>u^'in the form 
of gifts has always been a rou- 



.Namara asked the President if ' 
he had. liked the cbe^e ... 
blintzes she sent him;- At diis 
point, the blintzes hit the fan. 

,“What the heH happened to 
die cheese blintzes Mrs. Mc- 
Namara sent me?*' the Presi- 
! dent roared at the nearest Se- 
cret Service ggent, who' hap- . 
pened to be Lem Johns. Leiii . - 
relayed the question through 
diannels, and it very «qui^y . 
.settle on my desk. • . 

I checked it out and went 
straight, to the Man with, my ‘ 
. answer. .“Sir,” I told . him, * 
“about Mrs. JfcNamara’s 
cheese blintzes . . .” Itc»dka 1 
d^p breath. “We just IcHtled 

He couldn’t, argue" with 
that, sdid diat was the last of .. 
it, except that a few internal 
changes- ^v^re nriade in the 
handling of food gifts. . 

As pa^jons intensify (Tver ' 
the- escalation of the Vietnam 
war s6did the fntsdiadtms 

^ sfxne of the agents- 

As Vice President, LBJ had. 
not had to face some <cf the 
pr(^lems that befell HHH. ■ 
Because of the rankling feel- 
' ing idxmt the' Vietnam war . 
that was constantly increasing : 
in ihe United Srates, Hum- ' 



tine matrar. One of the classic ' phray 'vras Kpftcn. beset -by 



methcxls of assassination has 
b^n the poisoning <xf food or^ 

- drinks and the surest and sim- 
plesr way to prevent this from 

- bappehii^ Is to destroy suc^ 

/- gifts.; : -vv'*' 

Lady . Birci J<Rins(Mi; one of 
the m(»t cooperagiye and un- 
.' ccMnplaining w<Mnen we ever , 
had Ae ,pri^I(^e cif s^in^ 
occasi()tially found fault with 
-ithis . indiscriminate d^tfuc- 
don, and when sp^^al friends 
wished to send hW some edi- 
xble gift, she w<Hild have them 
^ send it to: her secretary, -thus 
circumvendng the Secret 
•. Seryi(:e.-'.;-.- '• - '• 

Even so, di«e remained ob- 
' '^vidus cases .^at C(xi]d not in- 
: vcrfve a security risk.’ One 



hecklers when he spc»ke.:.This 
can be one. pf.- the . most frus- 
uadng experiences imagina- , 
ble, and on erne occasion'it 
,rea(died a point 'where one of 
our ^nts did ^something . 
agents are not supposed to da 
- Ihimphrey waS^scbeduled to- 
speak at a large university,' 
and hecklera . were lying in 
wait for hijrti. The Secret Sery- * 
ice had mtelligciice of thi^ 
but there was Iktle diat could 
be done about It. -The hall 
erupted into a near-melee only 
minutes after Humphrey , 
started to * speak and ' was 
drowned out by the hecklers, 
and when the dust be^ to 
settle, ‘"the . agent (who shall 
forever ■ remain _namcless) ^ 



1' bright Sunday- morning, ’ Sec- ' ■ phoned me in ^ashin^on."- 



retary (^ Defense Redrew Mc- 
: Namara' arrived in his 

'*'Stati(Mi- wagcMi iJat the' scRith- 
west gate (^ the White H(H 2 se. 
Rather than go Irito the man- 
sion i{i- his:-casual attire, he 
^ handed a package of Mrs. -Mc- 
: ^ NamanCs cheese blintzes — a 
< gourmet specialty for which . 



“I put my f(x>t in die bucket . 
tonight, Rufo,*' . he said. “I .- 
may Have to resign fr(xn the 
Service.” .■ ■••.•n. 

“What happened?” 

“1 belted one (if those damn 
militant liecklers.' You . know 
how it’s be^ with the Vice ' i 
President .lately. - You' can’t- 
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^ hel^^iTadimre him for ke^>- Australia when I just coukln t 

ii^ his cool when they’re ghr- keep back the tears when I 

ing him so much helL One of looked in the faces of Jerry 

■’em was landing r^ht in .Kivett> Dick Jrfinsen, .Jerry- 
front of me just below die po- ■ McKinney, lem Johns, and 
dium, screaming up at the Bob Heyn, smd the dearest of . 
ftkin while be was trying to all, Rute Youi^Iood, wuh 

speak, calling him a bastard that paint streaming down 

and a few other things. Ibe ihdr faces, splatcei^.all over 
next thing I knew .there was a ; them, but dieir chins up and 
lot . of pushii^ and shoving dieir President safe . . I re- 

and I had my fist down his ' member Bob Tigrlor standing ' 
throat” He gave a half- there W fet^ the Cadillac 

hearted lav^ “I think I nui o^ his foot in order to 

broke my hand. But you protect his Resident from . 
know something? 1 really felt hann.” 

goodlAnyhow.therewasbed- When ^ President says 
lam alloverthehaUbydien, things like about your 
and we got'the ViceJPresident ' outf^ you cannot help bur 
oyt.” ' feel proud. Sdll, I wondered 

”Whece are you now?” I numdis later if that qualified . 
askedhim. don as “dearest of all** h^ not 

“At the mtport I heard " been something like die kiss : | 

' some of the press s^iog cme ofdeatfaforme. | 

of the ringleaders was scream- - Voui^gfafcKx/'s contact with i 
ing that a'Secret Service agent ' the. new JRnesk/ent and bis 
poked him, but he wasn*t able saffwistnuunud andaheriU) ' 

to tell them which ode.” ■ ' years in the Secret Service he ^ 

“Okay,” I. said. “You tell . decided to retiie. -j 

the Vice President what hap- My final trip out of the caph . . 

pened, have a doctor lock at . tal with Pcesident took 

yourhand, and get back here ustoGeotgiainJaxiuafyl971. j 
to Washfegcon. Ms^fre you The occasion was the death of | 
should take a Uttfe annual / . Senator Richard B. Russell, 
leave. ” - and bcii^g a Georgian^ , , 

Humphrey did not condcxie aloc^ with die President acKl 
what had happened — he his regular Secret Swice de- . 

* couMn’t. But he was under- . tail «> Atlanta, . where Ri^ 
and it went no far- sell’s bexly lay in frate in tbe^ 
therdianhim^Ih^no^iwe CqiimL , 
but to reprimand die ag^t. Tn a sense, -dlis was. my 
But it was a rough year to be, coming frill- cirde with the ,, 

' traveling widi Hubert Hum- - protective fc»ces of the Secret 
phrey, and no <Hie knw diat Service. It had been alnuist 20 
betmr than Humphrey him- - years ago that a green proba- * 

self, • ■ . ' . ' nonary ^ent stcx)d nervmisly ; 

After the assassination of awaiting die arrival^ of Vi^ 

Senator Robert Kennedy in President Alben Baikl^ at ; 

1968, Je^slanon empower^ Admita Airporn Now 1 was 
. the Secretary of the Tteasury . back at die same airport 
to assign Secret Service pro- aboard Air Force On^ accom* | 
tectioatt) all ma^ Candida^ parqring die fifth Pteskfent I j 

for the Presidaxy and Vice had servecL ; ^ i 

- Jfresktency. ~ W Like mai^ career men in , 

By the time Ricfaard/Nucon theSecret Service, I luidccime 
won die election: — byascant almost unscathed through all 

‘ ^7/lOof I percenttrfdiepopu- the physical hazards built into 
^lar vote — the Secret^Service the job of protecting the Pres- 

«)uld tally up more dian a . idei^. But when your work 
quarmr « a million man- requires you to exist widiin 

hours that had been af^lied the most political milieu in 

to the prcxection of candi- the nation die White 

dams. And all the candidates House — the fact that you are ^ 

' had Cjome throi^h aliv& a nonpoUtiwl prcrfessional 

With his successor named, * does not guarantee you immu-. 
we found ourselv^ dealing nity ta the polidcal intrigue, 
with a different LBJ ^ter the that is constandy gomg on 
November elecdons. 1 think diere. There is the mc»e sub* 
Sv^ng mellow” best de- de hazard of idendficadem. • 
scribes it. During an award Although 1 had ferved five 
ceremony late in , Novemb«, Presidents, I was identified 

he bec am#> almost maudlin,. . with one, and my career was ... 
but we appreciamd it. not the first in Washington to 

“I have abus^ yo«»” h« reach a su^iping poiot . 
said, “I have criticized you, I , cause of idendficadmi with a 
have been incemsiderate of previous administradexu If a | 
you. . . 1 have spent niore of cdiai^e of idendty.could have 
niy time miling you what you 'been arraif^ed by -my de-- 
did wrong than what you did e nouncing anyone ■ I had 
righf- Rut- .. 1 remember in s^ed, Iwotild nothin that. ■ 

llie 



